NOTE: This newspaper appearance was divided 
and enlarged to fill 8 4%" x 11" pages, roughly in 
the manner shown below. 


A Christmas [ree Caper 


to it; dear-You cantake up 
badminton or handball to Bee. 
rid of your aggression.” ae 


,Y began pacing the office. | 


| “1 don't-demand rouch, All f° 
» want is a quiet little: wife 
who'll do the dishes,:wash the . 
laundry, . keep the “house. in. 
"order, and take out’ the. ashes 
__ winters’ 
: Mr, Watkins smiled gadly. 
| “Cyrithia never even saw the 


“kitchen of out place untif'she  ; 


“Nas . 16," And ‘that was: be- 
cause she’ wanted a drink of, 
- water.’ La 

' “Miss, Stevens, Mr, Watkins 


“You'H pet Used 


secretary, came into.the of- 


_ tice, She placed some ‘busi- 
hess letters on his dest: and 
_ walted, Migs “Stevens. was - 
" small and quiet-and ‘she. had © 
light-brown hair, ¢ >t 


Jeff Reid, ‘who: shares 7 an > 


office with me in the Watkins ~ 
Engineering cone 

stretched his long::16¢ “ti 
don’t understand, 
tude, Tom,” 
be a parasite and tm looking ~~ 
for @ woman who can appré- 
ciate that in me. I fove' you: 
_madly, Conia ‘Jelt maid, 


‘crite: 4 , “Why all this 
- In cookifg and baking? So 
: heavens alf you have to do 
these Lapdal to bake.» cake is 
directions on the 


dat 3 


se ee 
y, over: a 
gh jt might’ require’ iene i 


| taliloanca ‘faa! ee 


“oh Wik bom” to” fo a 


Sanne 


t.”” : i 
coward dies at 
eshte T said’ ethyl 


belle Pits Stat ‘gimn| et Ai cally. 


pore Ps ; Vidad ro: si 


ri a 


fl , 
(bp Ny 


| ( it i Hl 
il | 


sighed. “Except money.” 
It was close to 5:when Mr. 
Watkins buzzed for Jeff 


and me, On his desk were. 


two platters covered with 
cake pang, Cynthia and Miss 
Stevens waited expectantly 
on the side lines. 


ISS STEVENS seemed 
confident, “I baked a 


chocolate cake. Miss Watkins . 


thy 
bey; ‘sn 


7 


madly, Cynthia, e Jeff said, 
» Chuckl 


ing: 
£..§ udied her mainicute 
critically, “Why all this pride 


1° in cookifig and baking? Good 


heaven » all you have to do 


A these days to bake # cake is 
an Ae, read the directions on the 


x Of reddysinix.” 
“/ Mr. Watkins grinned and 
“pea ‘at Miss Stevens, 


oe 2 ; ‘ ; 
bo 


| refuse to; be drawn Hint ia 


tt MG 
4 ’ 


‘you believe it's that sinple?” - teally. 


ee eyeg Ake jpomen.. clen e : 
| ale: ae leh fe 
“te we a 


fg : 


fk & Wasnt iapars War on , 


had 

Kle-in ‘his. eyes, 

Stevens, I want ‘you to bake 
a cake,” he said. 

Her face remained expres- 

sionless, but she blinked. 


-- “I'moafraid T left my oven at . 

Whi Stevens, do you believe that 
_a husband ‘has the’ right to 
‘beat his wife?” 


ome.” 
Mr, Watkins . appreciated 
the difficulty, “What I mean 


is for you to go home ahd - 
Bring it’back . 


bake 4 cake, 
here.” He looked at ‘Cynthia 
inquiringly, —- 

; “No, Cynthia “jd firmly. 


“Lately Feston has ea quite a. -nice little of. 
defiance that’s*notiteabié’ when the fight 15° est igh dl 


“Miss | 


office. 


icity, “ ati to be intimi- 
dated by a woman who would 
carry out ashes in the winter- 
time.” - . 

Jeff leaned forward. “Miss 


Miss Stevens’ did not hesi- 
tate. “If she needs it.” 
Jeff ‘watched her leave the 


she, ‘as vera oe 


“There goes a woman — 


- deep breath. 


sighed. 


“Excépt money.” 
It was close to 5 when: Mr, 
Watkins buzzed for. Jeff 


and me, On his desk were 
two platters covered with 


Stevens “waited expectantly 
on the side lines. 


ISS STEVENS seemed 
confident. “I baked a 


tivély under no -circustances 
should I make my cake choco- 
late.” She regarded Cynthia 
with amusement, “I saw 
through that. immediately,” 
Miss Stevens said, 

I regarded Cynthia suspl- 


ciously, “That was deucedly, . the 


insidiously clever.of you, You. 


know perfectly. well that I'm | 
allergic to chocolate,” I said. 


Mr. Watkins - shook his. 
head. 


ment, Miss Stevens, I didn't 


want“anyone’ to. know which . 
+. Cake was baked by gvhom, 
' “This was to be a ta 


Mr. Watkins sald. 
those doggone “cakes,” as 
thia said, 


lifted the two covers, 


Both cakes were: ‘chocolate. 
Cynthia avoided my, eyes, 


“PL admit that I made ‘the 


phone call and it: worked, But « 
later £ decided that ‘TI. was. 
She took” cae 
“So I deciddd * 
that I might as well bake -a:. 
_ chocolate cake, too, and keep 


being unfair.” 


_ things fair and allergic.”, 


STUDIED. the two alas: aah 


One apparently was near 
perfection, The other was 


_. # almost half its height and- its 
u 


édntér was depressed, rs 


cake pany Cynthia and Miss 


chocolate cake. Miss Watkins _ 
* phoned ‘me and said that posi- 


“You spoiled. every — 
thing. with your’ announce: | 


test,” a 
“Just take the. covers: off . 


“|. tobasiness.”” |’ 
|) -- Mr, “Watkins. stifgged and 


ran reeves 
ima HAL Wt 
seeing NL 


sighed. “Except money.” 

It was close to 5:.when Mr. 
Watkins buzzed for Jeff 
and me, On his desk were 
two platters covered with 
cake pans,’ Cynthla and Miss 
Stevens waited expectantly 
on the side lines. 


ISS STEVENS seemed 
confident, “I baked a 


phanalata calra Mice Watiina 


a 
i 


ante ae BL eh : F . é ; 
Jett held up his hand, “Now one moment. Let’s not be 


pected that the frosting con- 


cealed other sins, 

I sighed, “When {in doubt, 
be honest.” I pointed to the 
agreeable-looking cake, “Ex- 
hibit A appeals to me, That 
is, if I could stand the stuff.” 

Jeff held up his hand. 
“Now one moment, Let's 
not be in such a hurry with 
honesty. 
cake is in the eating.” 


——— 


in such a hurry with honesty.” 


The proof of the. 


whistle at me when I walk 


» down the corridor.” 


‘ Jeff kept his eyes closed. 
“{ whistle at everybody. I 
like to keepdn training.” 

Miss Stevens was almost 
breathless. “You can beat me 
any time you want to.” Her 
eyes , widened. “Why, Mr. 
Reid! I do believe you're 
blushing.” 


> SS 


sighed. “Excépt money.” 

It was close to 5-when Mr, 
Watkins buzzed for Jeff 
and me, 
two platters covered with 
cake pans, Cynthia and Miss 
Stevens waited expectantly 
on the side lines. 


ISS STEVENS seemed 

confident. “I baked a 
chocolate cake. Miss Watkins 
* phoned ‘me and said that posi- 
™ tively under no circustances 
should I make my cake choco- 
late.” She regarded Cynthia 
with amusement. .“I saw 
through that immediately,” 
Miss Stevens said, 
_ 1 regarded Cynthia suspi- 
Aiss ciously. “That was. deucedly, 
that insidiously clever. of you, You 


-head, “You spoiled every- 
thing. with your’ announce- 


This was to be a taste test,” 
Mr, Watkins said. 

“Just take the covers. oft 
-those doggone -cakes,"’ Cyn 
thia said, “Let's get’ ‘dow: 
‘td business.’ 


lifte® the two covers, 
’ Both cakes were chocolate, 


“Tl. admit that I made ‘the 
being unfair.” 
deep breath. 


_ chocolate cake, too, and. keep 
_ things fair and allergic.” 


STUDIED. the two cakes, 
One apparently was near 
perfection. The other was 


éenter was depressed: Is 


On his desk were 


know perfectly well that I’m 
allergic to chocolate,” I said, -. 
esis . Mr. Watkins shook his’ +c 


- ment, Miss Stevens, 1 didn’t : c el 
- want anyone’ to know which . 
’ cake was baked by. whom, . “le 


ode 


.-- Mr, Watkins. shrugged and 


Cynthia avoided miy, eyes:* ~ - 


- almost half its height and is 


Jeff held up his hand, “Now one moment. Let’s not be 
- {in such a hurry with honesty.” 


pected that the frosting con- 
cealed other sins, 

I sighed. ‘When in doubt, 
be honest.” I pointed to the 
agreeable-looking cake, “Ex- 
hibit A appeals to me, That 
is, if I coyld stand the stuff.” 

Jeff held up his hand. 
“Now one moment. Let's 
not be in such a hurry with 
honesty. The proof of the 
cake is in the eating.” 

“Correct,” Mr, 
said, -He produced a knife 
from a paper bag and cut a 
slice from each cake. 

Jeff selected the slice from 
the personable cake first, He 
took. two bites, chew 
raogecnagek and © return 

“Exhibit, 3B,” he sald, ‘turn. 


average; Ty hens aay.” 


Jeff: turned. to ee ‘ee 
“But here we have the real 


phone call and it worked, But “glad. you'prefes 
later I decided that I. was. 

She took ‘ay 
‘“So I decidéd ; 
that I might as well bake « | 


t ever made, in my fe.” 


TERE. waiy painful illegcd 
and Jeff closed his eyes, 
“I know that the other cake 
- looks so. much better, Mr. 
‘Reid, but I knew deep in my 
‘heart that you would: select 
mine,” said Miss Steyens, 


g raptly at Jeff, “I felt 
iit agree q because you always 


THE SEATTLE TIMES, SUNDAY, JANUARY. 3) 1957. tf 


. Watkins. 


‘ing to. the Other cake, . ‘He bit: 


Mr.. Reid, It wag the first : one. 


whistle at me when I walk 


- down the corridor,” 


' Jeff kept his eyes closed. 
“I whistle at everybody, I 
like to keep.jn training.” 

Miss Stevens was almost 
breathless. “You can beat me 
any time you want to.” Her 
eyes , widened. “Why, Mr. 
Reid! I do believe you're 
blushing.” 

“I’m not blushing,” Jeff 
said firmly. “I happen ‘to be 
allergic to chocolate, too.” 

I stared at the cakes again 
and then at Cynthia. 


« She buffed her fingernails 


on her sleeve and grinned, “I 


. simply followed the directions 
~ “onthe box, Next week, lemon 


chiffon.” — 
Miss sevens moved closer 


' Jeff: regarded her: uneasily, 


ce ar | never get any: polo ponids 
ngertips | ~*~ way,” he said, | 


1ss* Stevens took the 
“initiative and when Seff 


dt . Miss he looked th 


surprised: and happier. “Oh, 


- well,” he said, “There's. some- 


thing td be. said, about golf.”! 
Cynthia ° moved - ‘closer to 

me, 0 

I was ‘ecupled for’ several 

minutes: and when I looked 

up Mr. Watkins was munch- 


ing vely on portion of 
w bit 


‘A. 
‘I ‘squared my shoulders, 


° “Theres one thing. that I 


want understood here and 


now," I said fi 


rmly, 

Mr. Watkins nodded. 
“You're the boss, Any woman 
who can bake like this prob- 
ably has untapped resources 
of servile obedience. She'll 
welcome a firm hand.” 


We heat our home with oil. : 
__ But, by b iealaas if we did 
fiave ashes .! 


